BOTHIVELL                  [ACT v.

From these again to usward, and hears blown
Upon the light breath of the doubtful hour
Rumours of fear which swell men's hearts with wrath
To hear of southern wars and counsels hatched
That think with fright to shrink them up, and hind
Their blood's course fast with threats.    Let England

know,

Her menace that makes cold no vein of ours
May heat instead the centre and the core
Of this land's pulse with lire, and in that flame
The life we seek, not and the crown it wears
Consume together,    France will rest our friend
Whether the queen find grace to live in bonds
Or bleed beneath our judgment; he that conies
On errand thence to reconcile with us
Her kin that stand yet on the adverse part
Hath but in charge to do her so much good
As with our leave lie may, and break no bond
That holds us firm in friendship ; if we will,
She may be held in ward of France, and live
Within the bound there of a convent wall
Till death redeem her; but howe'er he speed
Who hath commission with what power he may
To make of our twain factions one such league
As may stand fast and perfect friend with France,
And in what wise by grace of us he may
To do our prisoner service and entreat
That grace to drop upon her, this main charge
He needs must keep, to hold allied in one
Scotland and France, and let our hand not plight